Romance 


I wore out LPs 
of Peter Ilyich Tchaikovsky. 


No gushing gushed sufficient, then 
to the New Haven Arena and The 
Leningrad Symphony over hockey ice-- 


right locale for paced and thin and o 
so veddy literal academic playing. 


I wanted to shout you effete bastards 
call yourselves RUSSIANS! 


On dry days now 
I wish to read, 


or to love, 
just enough. 


